The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and dealers. 

Ref. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper ? yon doe 
lurely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , ifyou deny your 
griefes to your friend. 1 1 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofthe Kin® him- 
felfe for your fucceflion in Denmark? ? ° 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham, I fir, but while the gralTe growes j the proverbe is ibme- 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if V ou 
would drive me into a toile ? } 

Gh.O myLordjifmy duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 

Ha. I do not well underhand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Gtiyl. My Lord I cannot. 4 ‘ ’ 

Ham. I pray you. 

Cfptyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Gttyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.1t is as ea fie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you, thefe arc the flops 

Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing yon make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie. you wou3 £K 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 

£i^ e 27° ICein J b f ,ittIeor g an , yet cannot you mak™c 
fpcjkc,s bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will, though you fret menotf you 
cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. Y y 

_ , w T , , Enter Polonius. 

EH. My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you,and prefentlv 
^ Do you fee yonder clou^hat^Imoft in Hunt ofa 5S 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Wezell 

Ke£ It is blacke like a Wezell. 


Ham, 



Prince of Denmark^ 

Ham - Or like a Whale. 
j>*/.Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then I wi 11 come to my mother by and by ; 

They fe(*e me to the top of my bent. I will comebyandby. 
Leave m«#5ndsf 

I will, lay lb. By andby iseafilylaid, 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

W hen Church-yards yawne, and hell it felfe breathes out 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot blood* 
And doe (uch bufinefle as the bitter day 
W ould quake to looke on : loft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The Ibule of Nero enter this firme bolbme 1 
Letmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

Iwillfpeakedaggersto her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in thisbe hypocrites > 

How in my words foever fhe be Ihent, 

To give themfeales never my Ibule confent- 

Enter King,Rofencratts,and Guyldenfi erne . 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you* 

1 your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard lb neare us as doth hourely grow 
Out of hisbrowes. 

Guy l We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies lafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
W ith all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :tbe cefle of Majefty 
Dyes not alone, butlike a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neare it with it : or it is a maflie wheele, 

Fixt on the Ibmjjfet of the higheft mount. 
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